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FROM THE DECK OF A YACHT. 



CHAPTER I. 

The First Start — Monte Carlo— Scene in the Booms — The 
Yacht — The Pleasures of Yachting — Its Pains — Palermo 
Harbour. 

Oh ! this dreadful early rising, the weari- 
ness of waiting and listening for the hour 
to strike, the dread of not being awakened 
and of missing one's train, which, however, 
one never does ; and we were no exception 
to the rule, but succeeded, even in this 
sluggardly London, in getting off from 
Charing Cross on the morning of the 7th 
January, at 7.35, with the tears of the 
deserted children still wet on our cheeks, 
and the memory of their sobs standing like 

B 
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2 FBOM THE DECK OF A YAOHT. 

a wall between us and our joyful anticipa- 
tions. 

Happily children's griefs are short lived, 
and so are sad memories, and by the time 
we reached Dover both were subdued. 

We got into a horrid little steamer, 
which bobbed up and down like a cork, 
and would have proved fatal to me had not 
my last night's unrest caused me to sleep 
peacefully all the way across the Channel. 
We went round Paris by the Ceinture 
railway, and direct to Nice, arriving there 
at 4.25 p.m. on Monday, the 8th. 

S., who has never before been on the 
Ttiviera, and is as great an enthusiast as I 
am about scenery, was as charmed, as I 
hoped and expected he would be, with the 
glorious sunshine, blue sky and sea, wav- 
ing palms, delicious air, and luxury of 
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•colour which, to people fresh from the 
leaden roof and walls that enclose a 
Londoner's atmosphere, seem more like 
Paradise than anything on earth. Indeed, 
Nature in this bright holiday dress, is 
■almost too fantastic after seeing her always 
in Quaker grey. 

Of course we went to Monte Carlo by 
the newly-opened seaside road, which is 
very pretty, but S. was not so impressed 
with the beauty of the place as I am, and 
the tables had no fascination for him, as he 
4 * likes to do his gambling comfortably 
.sitting down/' 

We won a few " cart wheels, 5 ' saw the 
usual gathering of painted and bedizened 
old and young women, with glittering eyes 
and grasping fingers, greasy, wicked look- 
ing old men, and fatuous, foolish young 
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4 FROM THE DECK OF A YACHT, 

ones ; and spent the rest of our time in the 
concert room, where we heard some- 
excellent music. 

During a second visit which we paid to- 
Monte Carlo, a day or two afterwards, an 
extraordinary scene took place. The gas 
suddenly went out all over the building — 
the tables are lighted with oil lamps, so the 
gamblers hardly noticed that the rest of 
the house was plunged in darkness, but I 
was in the concert room, and the scene 
there and afterwards in the vestibule 
baffled description. There was a general 
stampede, the doors were blocked, women 
were screaming and clinging to their 
friends in terror. I had a girl with me 
who tried to rush out into the crowd, and 
had to hold her with all my strength to 
prevent her going. Lamps were soon 
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FROM THE DECK OF A TAOHT. 5 

brought, the gas relighted and order 
restored, but while the scene lasted it was 
both amusing and alarming. 

On the 12th January we embarked on 
T)oard the yacht Pandora, and left Nice at 
4.30 p.m. She is a very comfortable 
steam yacht of 500 tons, clean, and with 
capital accommodation, all forward of the 
enginps, so one hears and smells nothing of 
the usual sounds and odours of a steamer. 
Indeed the engines are the quietest I have 
ever known, and take us along at about 
ten knots an hour with no noise at all. 
We had a most comfortable cabin, unpacked 
*our things, and sailed out over a sea like 
glass, with no wind, and a beautiful sunset 
lighting up the coast, at which we gazed 
till it faded into darkness. We began that 
♦evening to play poker, which became our 
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6 FROM THE DECK OP A YACHT. 

every evening's amusement when it was 
calm enough to allow us to amuse our- 
selves. 

The next day was lovely, and we came 
up on deck to find ourselves steaming 
through the Straits of Bonifacio, with the 
curious town of the same name perched on 
the rock out of which it appears to have 
been cut. 

We spent our morning in sketching, 
work, and comfort, with a running accom- 
paniment of exclamations of delight, but, 
as the day wore on, our little vessel became 
more light-hearted, and we less so, and, one 
by one, the party ebbed away, three, of whom, 
I grieve to say, I was one, collapsed utterly, 
and "the subsequent proceedings interested 
us no more." 

Saturday, January 14th, about noon, I 
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was roused into energy by the announce- 
ment that the yacht was entering Palermo 
harbour, and when I went on deck the 
panorama that unfolded itself fully repaid 
me for my attempt to struggle with the 
demon of sea-sickness. 

We steamed past a steep wall of rock, 
with a fringe of vines and verdure down to 
the water's edge, till the town of Palermo 
came in sight with its bright pink, yellow 
and white houses standing out against a 
background of dark hills, and dropped our 
anchor about one o'clock. 
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CHAPTER H. 

The Town of Palermo— Cathedral — Royal Palace — Monreale, 
Mount Etna, Messina, and its Sights — Faro — Voyage to 
Alexandria —Charms of the East. 

The afternoon was spent in walking and 
driving in a desultory kind of way through 
and about the town. Like many other 
Italian towns, of the old Genoa type, 
Palermo is an intricate network of narrow 
streets, with a perfect nightmare of iron 
balconys clinging to the many-storied 
houses. Some are curved, some straight, 
some ornamental, some plain, some filled 
with flowers, others bare of any decoration, 
but everywhere balconys. And across the 
streets are stretched clothes lines on which 
hang garments of every shape and hue. 
The people all look bright, healthy, and 
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sunburnt, and have short, broad figures, 
and wide, open, brown eyes. 

The cathedral is a grand pile of con- 
glomerate art — a mixture of Saracenic, 
Norman, and Gothic, and is very im- 
posing, with a fine doorway. Inside it 
looks rather bare and whitewashed, but 
•contains some good mosaics, marbles, 
porphyry, brass work, and old Genoa velvet 
hangings. 

Many of the houses have inscriptions 
-commemorating the heroism of Garibaldi, 
the liberty of Italy, the tyranny of the 
Bourbons, and the martyrs who died for 
the cause of freedom. 

On the 15th we went again to the 
•cathedral to see a wonderful embroidered 
and bejewelled altar cloth, and some nice 
old bits of silver hidden away in a remote 
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10 FROM THE DECK OP A YAOHT. 

corner of the church, and thence to the* 
Royal Palace, where we saw one of the^ 
most beautiful chapels I have ever seen- 
It is small, but the walls are almost entirely 
covered with mosaics, most of which are- 
old Byzantine, and the proportions, colour, 
and delicacy of work make it a gem among^ 
churches. 

After lunching, at the Hotel des Palmes*, 
we drove up to Monreale, where we got a 
magnificent view over the plain of Palermo- 
We went to see the church, which also con~ 
tains some fine Byzantine mosaics, and is- 
well worth seeing, but I was disappointed 
when I heard afterwards that the convent* 
which our guide neglected to show us, and 
which, owing to the want of a proper re- 
spect for the tourists, bible Murray, we^ 
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FROM THE DECK OP A YACHT. 11 

knew nothing about, was one of the great- 
sights of Sicily. 

After a short night spent at the hotel 
Trinacria, battling with cold and fleas, we 
left Palermo on the 16th January, by the 
3 a.m. train, and had a rough, but interest- 
ing journey to Messina. Luckily we took 
some food with us, or we should have had 
to fast, for at each station P. M. ordered 
an omelette which . was never ready before 
the train started, till about the middle of 
the day, when we succeeded in getting an 
omelette made of rotten eggs and rancid 
butter, and drank a bottle of zoedone, not 
that we liked it, but because we were so- 
astonished to find that beverage in the- 
centre of Sicily. 

Prom the station of Arizona Caldare,. 
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we could see the rains of Agrigentum in 
the distance, looking like the shadows of 
time-marks in a desolate land. The rail- 
way soon began to ascend, till it brought 
us up to the region of frost and bitter cold. 

At Castel Giovanni we first saw Mount 
Etna looming like a great tranquil snow- 
olad giant over its smaller neighbours, with 
only a faint wreath of smoke to show that 
fire, and ruin, and destruction lie lurking 
beneath that calm exterior. From that, for 
many hours, we kept it in view, winding 
round its base, and seeing it now on our 
right and then on our left, and in each 
new aspect we saw new beauty. 

At Messina, after going to several hotels, 
we at last found rooms at the Hotel 
Victoria. Prom our " salon " windows we 
had a view of the harbour and market 
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place, which was a bright and lively scene, 
but Messina was so cold that we spent 
most of our time crouching over the 
pretence of a fire that sent all its heat up 
the chimney of the fireplace in the corner 
of the room. 

We got a telegram the next day to say 
that the yacht would not arrive till the 
following morning, so we drove out to 
Faro, built over the site of ancient 
Charybdis, and opposite the rock of Scylla,. 
on which is a town of the same name. 

The drive there was not particularly 
pretty or pleasant, as it was through dirty 
villages and constantly crossing the dry 
beds of numerous watercourses, and the 
day was bleak and grey, but from the top 
of the lighthouse, where we were nearly 
blown away, we could see Stromboli, the 
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Lipari islands, and a long stretch of the 
coast of Calabria. 

We descended from the lighthouse into 
a crowd of cripples and beggars, who fol- 
lowed us a long way, begging, blessing, 
and cursing. 

On our return to Messina we visited the 
cathedral, a huge, barn-like structure, with 
a fine doorway, and the church of San 
Oregorio, which is interesting, and has a 
curious spiral tower, ornamented like a 
wedding cake. 

The yacht which we expected at nine, 
did not arrive till eleven the following 
morning, having had a very rough passage 
from Palermo, and then we had to wait for 
more than two hours, for the steward, who 
had neglected to provision the yacht at 
Palermo, had to go to market, and his 
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knowledge of any language but English 
being limited, it was always an affair of 
time with him to make himself understood, 
for haggling and bargaining by signs is a 
long and difficult business. 

At last we started, and had a lovely sail 
•down the Straits, and a glorious view of 
Mount Etna against a sunset sky, after 
which the little vessel became possessed of 
the demon of motion, and rolled, pitched, 
creaked, tried to scramble up to heaven, 
and sank shivering and shaking down into 
the depths of the sea, and performed every 
antic that is distasteful to a sea-sick mind, 
for three days, during which most of the 
party lay like stricken deer, wishing they 
had died in infancy or never been born. 

At last, on Tuesday, the 21st of January, 
the heaving, creaking and grinding s topped* 
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and we rested peacefully in the sunshine off 
Alexandria, which looked much the same- 
as it always did, and brought all the old 
horror of my voyages to India vividly 
before me. 

Still there is a nameless delight in an 
Eastern city ! Even its dirt, its beggars,, 
and the screams of the dragomans and 
donkey- boys have charms ever new and 
entrancing, and as for its jumble of colours,, 
its ridiculous little bandboxes, called shops, 
full of phantasmagoric crinkum-crankums, 
its tranquil far-niente old men, veiled, 
balloon-shaped women, dirty stately-look- 
ing Arabs, stalking in majestic silence amid 
a crowd of grinning Nubians and scream- 
ing Turks — all these are to me the living, 
moving embodiments of the fairy tales of 
one's childhood. 
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FROM THE DECK OP A TAOHT. 17 

We drove to the Hotel d'Europe, and 
made up for days of prostration and fast- 
ing by eating a huge luncheon, and then 
left by the three o'clock train for Cairo. 

During the hours that we spent going 
over the long, verdant plain, past 
lagoons, on which we saw numbers of wild 
duck, cranes, and other birds, we looked 
out with interest at all the curious sights, 
which, to some of us, were absolutely new, 
such as camel trains, fields of cotton and 
sugar cane, Persian wells, and all the 
concomitants of Egyptian life, and varied 
the proceedings by playing whist. 



o 
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CHAPTER III. 

Cairo— Its Donkeys — Bazaars and Mosques — Sunset — Opera— 
Museum — Pyramids— Dervishes and their Fearful Devo- 
tion. Thoughts about Egypt — Our Dusty Journey. 

At 8.40 we reached Cairo, and drove 
through alternate bits of grandeur and 
desolation, splendour and squalor, to the 
renowned Shepheard's Hotel, which I 
seemed to know before I saw it, so often 
had I heard it described. Yes ! there was 
the verandah, covered with lounging chairs 
and their smoking, listless occupants ; there 
the long bare passages and vast rooms, 
with mosquito-curtained beds; there the 
Egyptian and negro servants hurrying to 
and fro ; and there, above all, the polite 
*nd dignified Herr Gross superintending 
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FROM THE DECK OP A TAOHT. 19 

and directing, who ushered us to our 
rooms with civil speeches and low bows. 
It was very nice to sleep in a steady bed 
once more, and still nicer to get our home 
letters, which, I thank God, contained 
none but good news, so we had no anxiety 
4o keep us awake. 

January 23rd. The mail was to go but 
that night, so we spent the morning 
writing, knowing full well that once 
launched into the whirlpool of sight-seeing, 
chopping and excitement, which we saw 
lying before us, we should never find time 
to answer our letters, but we could not 
resist an occasional rush to the window to 
.see the for-ever-moviijg panorama of 
Eastern life, generally drawn there by the 
screams and hoarse jabber of the donkey- 
boys, squabbling over the honour of pro* 
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viding some poor demented traveller with? 
a steed. 

After our mid-day breakfast we, with 
the help of our dragoman, picked out four 
donkeys, rejoicing in the names of Mrs. 
Langtry, Lord Beaconsfield, Ginger-bob, 
and Yankee Doodle. 

The Cairene donkey carrys one with a 
motion that is no motion, so that one rarely 
feels stiff after the longest ride, and we- 
ambled, walked, and cantered into the 
bazaars, avoiding, pushing, and just escap- 
ing collision with carriages, with their 
brightly-dressed Sais running in front to 
clear the way; donkeys laden with 
humanity or other goods, carts, camels, 
and beggars, and an ebb and flow of people 
of every nationality and costume under the 
sun. 
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The bazaars are most enticing, not that 
the things they contain are unattainable 
in Paris or London, but that gems, em- 
broideries and trash, the wares and their 
sellers blend and combine to make a mass 
and confusion of brightness and colour 
that fascinate and charm one into gazing 
and buying. 

Here are streets of queer, tumble-down 
old houses, running into each other as 
they reach the third and fourth stories ; 
there are quaint, ancient-looking pink and 
ued mosques, and carved windows. In 
that street are shops with slippers of every 
hue, the other has only saddlery, and 
all its adjuncts of bright embroidered 
cloths and silver chains and bells. There 
is a street that contains only European 
goods (let us avoid that), and there one 
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that has only scents and incense, which 
our guide disrespectfully calls the smell 
bazaar. Here is the carpet bazaar, where 
you are certain to be, as P. M. says " pro- 
cured;" and there the gold and silver 
bazaar, where you drink a cup of coffee 
and bargain and weigh your purchases in 
an alley that resembles and smells like a 
main sewer. In this shop you can only buy 
antiquities, and in that the most modern of 
Koffiah* and Persian silks. At the door of 
each, on a beautiful rug, sits the owner, 
smoking a chibouque, drinking his coffee^ 
reading the Koran or chaffering with a 
customer. 

From the bazaars we rode to the mosque 
of the Sultan Hassan, built in the 14th 
century, where we put some list slippers 

* Koffiah, a Bilk handkerchief warn by Bedouins. 
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on over our boots, and weak into the 
marble paved court, and thence to the 
mosque itself, which contains the tomb of 
Hassan. It is allowed to fall into ruin and 
decay, but nothing can destroy its archi- 
tectural beauty, or the bits of marble, old 
carving and inscriptions, which still re* 
main. 

A little further up the hill is the mora 
modern mosque of Mahomet Ali, which is 
very beautiful, being built almost entirely 
of alabaster inside and out, and having* 
grand domes and delicate minarets outside, 
and magnificent columns inside. 

We went to the citadel and palace, an un- 
interesting place, except that from one of 
the windows we got a splendid view over 
the desert. We were shown the place 
where the Mamelukes were massacred* 
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and the leap that Emir Bey took which 
saved his, but would have lost any other 
man's life; and Joseph's well (Yusef), 
which is supposed to be 290 feet deep, and 
from which they draw water with the 
Persian well system. Two bullocks or 
donkeys turn the wheel which draws up a 
double rope, to which are attached at 
intervals earthen bottles that, on reaching 
the top, empty themselves into a stone 
tank and then go down to be refilled. 
After this we went back to the terrace in 
front of the mosque to see the sunset. 

Below us lay Cairo with its many domes 
and minarets, old houses and green trees, 
the Nile, like a silver thread, with a margin 
of fresh green vegetation, and beyond it 
the pyramids of Giseh, with the sun 
directly behind them. Gradually, very 
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gradually, the sun seemed to sink, till at 
last it suddenly plunged beneath the 
golden sea on the horizon, leaving, as it 
^were, its mantle behind in that pink, 
misty light of which I have so often read, 
and which for some minutes enveloped the 
world in its folds, then it too faded, and a 
blue-green shade came over the sky, which, 
in its turn, faded into darkness. 

We sighed, shivered, and hurriedly left 
-the scene of glory and of gloom. 

I do not feel that we wasted the next 
day, though we did nothing but ride 
through the bazaars and wrangle over the 
,price of the smallest purchase. 

"How much?" 

" Sare, how much you give ? " 

" How much do you want ? " 
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" Sare, me give you cheap— last word — 
the ten pounds." 

" Ten pounds for this broken, patched- 
up thing? I'll give you one pound." 

" Oh, sare, you get none so good thing 
any other place for twenty pound — it come 
from Mecca. You look all Cairo, you no 
find. I give you ten pounds if you find 
nother same thing." 

Eventually, after much loss of tima and 
temper, you pay 30s., and carry off your* 
purchase. 

"We went in the evening to the opera to 
see " Carmen," which was not particularly 
well given, but the scene was a strange 
one to European eyes. The stalls were 
filled with Greeks and Armenians, wearing 
their fezes, and in front of us were five- 
boxes in which were the ladies of the Royal 
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Harem. Behind the muslin curtains, that 
conceal them from the gaze of man, we 
could just distinguish big black eyes, 
small hands, white draperies and gleaming 
jewels. 

On Wednesday, the 25th, we went ta 
the museum at Boulak, which would have 
been more interesting had we had some 
one to explain everything to us, or even a 
good catalogue, but Murray gave us very 
little help, and we and the curiosities 
stared stonily at each other without 
recognition on either side. 

It was not till afterwards that I knew 
that, among the newly-discovered things 
from Saccarah, the diminutive, but well- 
preserved mummy, in pink swaddling 
clothes is, or was, the Pharaoh before 
whom Moses stood, who, apparently, was- 
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not drowned in the Bed Sea, which rather 
upsets my Biblical knowledge. 

Thursday, January 25th. We have seen 

the pyramids, aye, and I have been to the 

top of the biggest, and gazed on the sandy 

waste of the Sahara desert. Well, what 

do I think of it ? For once in my life I 

.am disappointed. The country on the 

way to the pyramids is very like India, 

but more fertile and greener, with groves 

of palms, and our old Bible friends, with 

their flocks and herds, as the Christmas 

hvmn says, " All seated on the ground." 

first impression I received of the pyra- 

s was that they looked like mud-pies 

brown night-lights, but, as we ap- 

iched them they loomed higher and 

ler, and when we got close to them the 

sarance of these three stupendous 
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masses of stone was, as Miss S. said, 
" crushing." 

P. M., whose guests we were on this 
occasion, gave us a princely luncheon in 
the pavilion, built for the visit of the 
Empress Eugenie, and after lunch eight of 
us started to go up the big pyramid, out 
of which six only reached the summit. 

Three Bedouins attended each person, 
two to pull, and one to push, and, as each 
step is from three to four feet high, it is a 
weary climb. As we got higher we gra- 
dually got out of the wind, which at the 
foot was blowing a tempest, while at the 
top it was perfectly still. The view, 
though extensive, I did not think worth 
the climb, and the descent was almost 
more fatiguing than going up. 

From the pyramids we went to the 
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temple, which is built of huge blocks of 
stone merely placed one on the other, 
without any attempt at art or even 
masonry, and then to the sphynx about 
which, defaced, ruined, time battered, 
half-buried creature, I could get up no 
enthusiasm, but that may have been 
because I was physically and mentally 
worn-out after my ridiculous ascent. 

"We dined that evening with our most 
hospitable Consul General, who has a 
charming house, and who afterwards took 
us to the opera, where we saw two very 
pretty and but little known operettas, 
<c Le Chalet " and " Le Chanson de 
Fortunio." 

Friday, the 27th, has been a wonderful 
day, for we have seen the dancing and 
howling dervishes, and their religious ob- 
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servances have revolted, shocked, aston- 
ished and impressed me in turn. 

The church of the dancing dervishes is a 
round, bare building, with a beautiful floor, 
a railing all round, behind which we stood, 
a gallery for the musicians, and others for 
the harems. The dervishes took off their 
shoes, came in one by one and sat down 
inside the railing — the patriarch being 
seated on a carpet at the head of the room. 
A wild, wierd song from the Koran, with 
responses, began the ceremony; the der- 
vishes then walked round three times, 
bowing each time at the carpet. Then, 
to an accompaniment of wild music, they 
began a slow rythmical dance, gradually 
increasing in speed as they spun smoothly 
round and round, apparently without effort, 
and in perfect unison with each other, their 
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arms held up, their heads, on which were 
conical caps, inclined on one side, and 
their muslin petticoats making what, as a 
child, I used to call a cheese. 

As soon as we saw them well started we 
rushed off to the howling dervishes, who we 
found in the full swing of their devotions,, 
excited thereto by a sing-song repetition 
from the Koran. Some of them had long 
hair, which added to the repulsive ap- 
pearance they all presented, and they had 
taken their turbans off. They rocked, or 
rather threw themselves backwards and 
forwards at a tremendous pace, emitting 
the most horrible sounds, which, I after- 
wards heard, was calling on the name of 
God — " Hu ! hu ! " but, to the uninitiated, 
it sounded as if they were going to be 
violently ill. 
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It soon became monotonous, and we 
were glad to go, but it really seemed to 
me an earnest, although a savage and 
disg usting way of worshipping God. 

To refresh our minds we went for a 
drive along the Shubra road, the afternoon 
promenade of fashionable Cairo. Owing 
to the cold wind there were not so many 
people as usual. Still we met the Khedive 
in a victoria, with a mounted escort, 
ladies of the harems, with their faces 
scarcely concealed beneath their muslin 
yashmaks, in smart little broughams, and 
all the European travellers then in Cairo. 

After dinner we drove to Abasseyah to 
see the fair which is going on to celebrate 
the return of the pilgrims from Mecca, 
and, after going through the suburbs of 
the town, we passed a great encampment 

D 
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of sleeping camels, and between rows of 
tents in which men were selling pink 
and white sugar figures, animals, and 
birds, nougat, a sort of cake that looked 
like oatcake, but which I believe is made 
of molasses, and many other sweets, till 
at last we came to a huge, brilliantly- 
illuminated circle of tents, where the 
* ' faithful " meet to perform their devotions 
or drink coffee. 

In the first few tents we saw a large 
number of the former — the devotional ones 
— squatted in circles, repeating the Koran ; 
and then we came to one where there 
were between fifty and sixty going through 
the most awful performance I have ever 
seen. They were all standing in a circle 
waving their bodies, heads, and arms up 
and down, and round and round, almost to 
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the extent of dislocation, in time to a 
monotonous recitation, and clapping of 
hands by an energetic and excited leader 
in the centre. 

For more than half-an-hour we watched 
them throwing themselves about without 
once stopping to rest. Some nearly fell 
down foaming at the mouth, and their eyes 
starting out of their head, but were held 
up by their friends, who renewed their 
drooping energy by breathing into their 
ears, while others actually fell down in 
what was called a holy trance, but which 
was really an epileptic fit, brought on by 
exhaustion. Then they stopped for a 
moment and began again, accompanying 
themselves this time with howls. It was 
perfectly horrible, and yet so fascinating 
. that I could hardly tear myself away, and 
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it got on my nerves to such an extent 
that I felt, if I were not taken away soon,. 
I should begin to do it too. 

Luckily, before I thus disgraced myself 
I was told it was time to go, and we 
drove back through one of the narrow, pic- 
turesque streets of the town, which was 
brilliantly lighted up and decorated with 
flags and evergreens, where we encountered 
processions and crowds of excited people 
who had met, and were escorting or wait- 
ing for their pilgrim friends. We got 
accustomed to these processions before we 
left Cairo, as they kept coming in every 
day ; the returned pilgrim riding a donkey 
or horse, and accompanied by a shouting,, 
singing, dancing crowd, all waving torches 
and branches of orange trees. 

The next two days were spent in seeing 
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mosques, kiosques, and palaces, and in the 
bazaars ; and I had leisure, while watching 
my friends bargaining and buying, to sum 
up in my own mind my impression, so far, 
of Egypt, its illusions and dis-illusions. 

To begin with, the Nile, the tutelary 
god of ancient Egypt, with which we were 
hereafter to have a more intimate acquain- 
tance. 

It is at Cairo a very dirty-looking, 
copper-coloured divinity — a muddy stream 
— with low, sandy banks ; and its atmos- 
pheric effects and sunsets, so much written 
about, are not to be compared with what I 
have seen in India. This, perhaps, is the 
key-note of our disappointment with Egypt. 
We have seen so much of Eastern countries 
that they have lost their novelty, and the 
raptures that our friends go into over the 
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sky, the scenery, the atmosphere, and the 
antiquities awaken no responsive echo in us. 
Modern Cairo, with its colour and 
brightness, appeals to my senses, but I am 
not an Egyptologist, nor do I admire its 
flat and treeless scenery, and as for the 
monstrous, maimed, decrepit specimens of 
humanity that throng the highways and 
bye ways, exhibiting their deformities and 
clamouring for backsheesh, they are 
odious to me, and have spoilt much of my 
enjoyment. The weather, too, has been 
cold, which always detracts from a country 
in which one expects to find perpetual 
summer ; so, on the whole, thus far, Egypt 
has been a disillusion. Almost all the 
lbwer class of Egyptians have something 
Wrong with their eyes, and in some play, 
brought out, I think, in America, there- 
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occurs a passage, spoken by a quack 
doctor, which perpetually came into my 
mind, " Forty million of Asiatics all suffer- 
ing from sore eyes, which may be cured by 
my pill — to be taken internally, externally, 
and eternally." 

On Monday, the 30th, we left Cairo by 
the 8.30 train, and travelled all day 
through sugar-cane and cotton fields, the 
numerous tall chimnies of the sugar 
factories breaking the dead level of the 
plain, which, in its flat monotony, with 
only here and there a few bare sand hills,. 
was ugly and dreary. 

The dust was terrific — it lay inches deep 
♦ 
on the seats, gave a gritty taste to our 

food, filled our noses, mouths, and ears, 

and it took days of brushing to get it out 

of our clothes. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

The Steamer Ghizeh— An Egyptian Battle — The Unde- 
feated Sex — Anoient Temples — Danoing Girls— Bains by- 
Moonlight and Sunlight — Achmet — Tombs of the Kings. 

We found donkeys waiting at the Asyoot 
Station, rode about a mile to our steamer, 
the Ghizeh, and started at 8.30 p.m. up 
the Nile. 

All that lovely moonlight night, and the 

next day, which was cold and overcast, we 

steamed on in the shaky little Ghizeh, 

whose engines were so powerful that she 

throbbed and trembled as if she had heart 

disease. 

Mr. Cook, who undertook this part of 

reated us very well, and gave 

it chef and every arrangement 

)rt, except that he evidently 

omed to people who tub, for 
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there was but one bath for eight people, 
which was trying to the temper and dirty 
for the person. 

We arrived at Luxor a 9 a.m. on the 1st 
<of February, and immediately got into a 
boat, and were rowed across the river, 
where we went through the usual scream- 
ing, chattering, and yelling of donkey-boys, 
.some of the party trying to get the best 
donkeys for themselves, and others trying 
to help their friends to get the best, and at 
last we started on eight donkeys, and rode 
through deep sand to a branch of the Nile 
which we had to cross. There the scene 
was as good as a play — water-carriers, 
graceful girls dressed in Greek drapery, 
with carafes of classic forms poised on 
their heads, screaming cc Moyeh ! moyeh ! " 
" Sare, sare, me be your water girl." 
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" Lady, lady— me, me," and trying to- 
scramble into the boat and hide themselves 
among the donkeys, which were pushed, 
pulled, hoisted and beaten in with shouts of 
encouragement and execration. At intervals 
the donkey-boys discovered and seized (or- 
tried to) the girls, who were no sooner 
pushed out of one end of the boat than 
they jumped in at the other. 

The contest between the water-girls and 
the donkey-boys raged long and furiously, 
but at last the former were all ejected and 
we got in, and, standing among the 
donkeys, were shoved across the stream. 

"We each found and mounted our own 
donkey, and rode across a hot, dusty 
plain, accompanied, to our great astonish- 
ment, by the little water-carriers we had 
left behind, who had found their way 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FROM THE DECK OP A TAOHT. 4& 

across somehow (waded I presume), and 
followed us all day. 

The huge Colossi-like granite giants on 
each side of our path guard the way to the 
temples. They are 60 feet high, and one 
of them is the Memnon, which used to 
make music when the rays of the sun 
touched it. That music, alas ! like many 
other songs of olden time, is now mute. 

Over the debris of ancient Thebes we 
rode to the temples called Medinet Aboo, 
which include the temples of Thotmes 
III. and of Barneses III. They are 
massive and imposing remains, with very 
fine columns, and both walls and columns 
are covered with hieroglyphics, all interest- 
ing to those who understand what they 
mean, but as I had neither time or oppor- 
tunity to study the antiquities of Egypt, I 
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was content to look at everything en grand, 
and admire the fine work and the colours 
which, after 3,000 to 4,000 years, still 
remain. 

We lunched in the temple of Rameses 
(oh! shades of the Old Testament forgive 
us), and then rode to the temple of Dayr al 
Medinah, dedicated to Ptolomy Philopater, 
a small, pretty ruin, and on to the 
memnonium or temple of Rameses III., 
near which lies the broken colossal statue 
(the largest in the world) of Rameses III., 
after which we returned to our floating 
home. 

The gentlemen all dined with the 
American consul, an Arab ; and we ladies 
went there after dinner to see an Egyptian 
nautch. 

The dancing girls were neither pretty 
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nor graceful, and the dancing, which was 
extremely ugly, consisted in a slow move- 
ment up and down the long room, accom- 
panied with a shaking motion of the body, 
especially below the waist, and a beckon- 
ing gesture of the hand. The women were 
much clothed, and wore some curious 
barbaric ornaments in gold and silver. 

We went after this to see the ruins of 
Karnak by moonlight. Down the avenue, 
nearly a mile long, of disfigured, headless 
sphynxes, through the Pylon of Ptolomy,. 
a gateway of gigantic size, we rode to the 
great temple or hall of columns, the most 
stupendous thing I have ever seen or 
imagined, into which the moonlight flowed, 
softening with its gentle light the hard 
outlines of the majestic columns, which 
seemed so high that their capitols might 
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almost serve to rest the dome of heaven 
upon. Of course dreaming and sentiment 
were promptly and ruthlessly put to flight 
by our guide, who informed us that the 
hall had 134 columns, some 62, the others 
42 feet high, tried to explain to us some 
of the tiresome hiqroglyphics with which 
the stones are covered, and carried us on 
to see the rest of the ruins, and the two 
obelisks which are still standing, one of 
which is 92 feet high. 

We came back through the village of 
Luxor, where we passed the fellow-column 
of the one in the Place de la Concorde. 

The next day we went again to Karnak, 
and climbed to the top of the walls, where 
we got a capital bird's-eye view of the 
temple, its walls, pillars, propylons, 
pylons, avenues of sphynxes and obelisks* 
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S. had a most amusing and talkative 
-donkey-boy, a grinning little imp, named 
Achmet, who our dragoman said was 
*' more monkey, no boy." 

Achmet had a very good opinion of him- 
self, and said — 

" Many gentlemen want Achmet go 
England and Paris. Papa, no ; mamma, 
no ! Achmet, he good boy, he no too." 

We commended his observance of the 
fifth commandment, which, in this instance, 
will no doubt bring its promised reward, 
and tried to silence him, but he never 
stopped jabbering, playing tricks on his 
comrades or their donkeys, or singing 
from the time we started till he received 
his farewell backsheesh. To-day and 
yesterday were really hot days ; the first 
we have had. 
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There was such a tempest of wind the* 
following morning that we doubted the 
wisdom of making any excursion across sand 
and water, but, after much discussion, we 
decided to brave the elements, and started 
in a boat which was, with great difficulty,, 
rowed down the stream against the wind 
by three men, whose strength was not 
equal to the task. 

At last the man who was steering, a 
great, big, powerful-looking Bedouin, took 
the fourth oar, giving up the helm to S., 
and we went ahead at a much better pace, 
in time to the wild barbaric chorus of the 
Arab boatmen. 

Just as we were nearing the point 
where our donkeys were waiting for us, 
the flag- staff, against which S. was lean- 
ing, gave way, nearly precipitating him 
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backwards into the water. He luckily 
saved himself, but the flag sailed gaily 
down the river, and was picked up after 
we landed. 

We rode across a bit of the Desert, past 
sugar-canes and bean fields, till we came to 
the desolate sand hills, in which are tho 
Tombs of the Kings. 

We lunched at the entrance of one, and 
then explored three others, that of Sethi 
the first (Belzoni's), the finest of all, that 
of Rameses III. (Bruce's tomb), and that 
of Rameses I. They are all much alike, 
being sculptured or dug in the small 
mounds or hillocks which lie at the base of 
the higher hills, and consist of a long, 
narrow passage sloping downwards, or, (as 
in Belzoni's tomb) with a staircase leading 
to other passages, towards the end of 

E 
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which are recesses on either side, small, 
stuffy, and smelling of their only inhabi- 
tants, the bats. Eventually you come to 
the inner chamber, in which is, or was, 
the Sarcophagus, which contained the 
mummy of the king. 

All these passages, recesses, and chambers 
are profusely decorated with carved and 
coloured pictures, and hieroglyphics. 

We were soon driven back to the outer air 
by the closeness and smell of the tombs and 
the torches, and rode back at a great pace, 
stopping on our way to see the small 
Temple of Goorneh, begun by the warlike 
monarch, Barneses II., supposed to be 
the Sesostris of the Greeks, who lived 
in Nebuchadnezzar's time (about 135 
B.C.), and finished by Sethi I. 

The American Consul came to dinner. 
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He seemed much pleased at having been 
invited, and bowed, smiled, and shook one 
finger at us, and made one remark, which 
was — 

" This night very good moon ; Karnak 
go, but very bad cold." 
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CHAPTER V. 

Denderah — A Mortifying Descent — Kineh — Abydns — Assyoot 
— The Return Voyage — A Political Storm— Tombs of the- 
Sacred Balk — Procession of the Mecca Pilgrims — Joppa. 

We left Luxor the next morning at day- 
break, and were at Denderah by breakfast 
time, after which meal we got on our 
donkeys to ride to the ruins. 

I had a capital donkey, and got on very 
well till we arrived at the Temple, where,, 
instead of allowing me to get off in the 
usual way, my donkey calmly knelt down, 
rolled over, and then got up again, leaving 
me on the ground but my petticoats hung 
up over the high, old-fashioned pummel. 
I soon extricated myself, however, from 
this humiliating predicament, and went ia 
to see the Temple, which, though of a 
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later date, and of a much heavier descrip- 
tion of architecture than what we have been 
seeing, is very imposing. It was begun 
by Ptolemy, and finished in the reign of 
Tiberius, and has, carved on one of its walls, 
what is supposed to be an authentic 
portrait of Cleopatra. Her beauty cannot 
have been her sole attraction and power, 
if she really was like that portrait. 

We rode back without any adventures, 
and after lunch went across the river to 
Kineh, where we walked through the ba- 
zaars surrounded by beggars of both sexes 
and every size, all filled with curiosity, and 
all screaming incessantly " backsheesh/' 

There was a glorious sunset, and we 
had a charming sail to Belliana, which we 
reached at eleven that night. 

The next day we rode to Abydus, eight 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



54 FROM THE DECK OF A YACHT. 

miles over a level road, and for the first 
and last time had very bad donkeys,. 
There were six of us, and I think there 
were twelve falls. My donkey simply 
protested against my weight by lying 
down, but some of the others had bad falls, 
though luckily no one was hurt, and, in 
spite of these interludes, we succeeded in 
reaching Abydus. 

These ruins, which have only been 
excavated since 1866, are of great antiquity, 
the Temple having been built by Sethi L, 
and dedicated to Osiris. The columns are 
beautiful, and the sculptures wonderfully 
clear, with the colour in many places 
perfectly preserved. 

We got to Assyoot early the next 
morning, and after breakfast went to see 
the town, which is neater, less malodorous* 
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has better house3 and gardens and cleaner 
inhabitants than any other Arab town we 
have seen, which I attribute entirely to the 
influence of the American Mission, which 
has a large colony here, and flourishing 
schools. 

Assyoot is also an exceedingly pretty 
town, &nd we rode into it through a gate- 
way surrounded with palms, with a little 
lake in the foreground. 

We encountered a train of camels, and 
got rather mixed up among them, but, 
having escaped that peril, rode up a hill 
behind the town to see the view, and then 
went to the Bazaars, where there was not 
much to see, except ivory Fly-Flappers, 
inlaid Backgammon Boards, and some 
common pottery. 

We got back to lunch, and steamed 
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down the river at a great pace, past 
groups of people, Palm groves, temples, 
Persian wells, Dahabeeahs and Feluccas 
through the afternoon and night, awaking 
the next morning to find it cold and over- 
cast. It actually rained before we reached 
Cairo at 3 p.m., and they told us there that 
it had been raining for some days. 

We found that besides the storm of the 
elements a great political storm and even 
revolution had taken place in our absence. 

Sherif Pasha had resigned and Mah- 
moud Pasha became Prime Minister — 
Araby Bey, the Minister of War, having 
the real power. Autonomy and the Army 
against foreign protection and the civil 
power. Of course public opinion is divided, 
and strong opinions are expressed — some 
maintaining that Araby Bey will be the 
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saviour of his country by giving it a 
strong government, and turning out those 
foreigners who prey upon the poor 
Egyptian, pay no taxes, and drain his life's 
blood, while others say that now Egypt is 
ruined — the Suez Canal will be destroyed, 
all the good that hag been done will be 
undone, and the Country will be given up 
to military misrule. 

So far there appear to be no changes 
begun, or intended, and, with the cowardly 
spirit of a go-between, I cannot help think- 
ing three things — first, that a strong 
Government is better than a weak one; 
second, that Egypt has many grievances to 
urge against foreign rule, as well as much 
to be grateful for ; and, third, that a child 
cannot walk alone before it has learnt to 
stand, and that Egypt (being in the posi- 
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tion of the child who has not used his own 
legs) will most assuredly have a bad fall if 
he trys to perform that feat. 

We went on our last excursion in Egypt 
the following day, February 8th, in the- 
same steamer that had taken us up the 
Nile. 

Landing at Bedrasheyn, we rode some 
distance to the desolate region near 
Saccarah, in which lie the tombs of the 
Sacred Bulls, and the Tomb of Thi. The 
latter is only interesting, inasmuch as it 
was built in memory of a rich man and that 
all the domestic life of his time is depicted 
in the paintings which line the interior. 
Near the Tomb of the Bulls there used to be 
a temple, but that has been destroyed, with 
its avenue of Sphynxes, some of which, thejr 
say, lie buried beneath the sand. 
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We went down a long passage that 
descended into the earth, and the walls of 
which are covered with hieroglyphics. 
On either side are deeply sunk niches 
in which stand the huge black granite 
Sarcophagi, nearly 3,000 years old. 

The atmosphere was like a fiery furnace, 
and we were glad to escape from it, and 
have a cool, pleasant ride back through 
what once was Memphis, of which hardly a 
stone remains. 

The next two days were spent in resting,, 
dawdling about, and seeing our friends ; 
and on Saturday we went to see the final 
procession of pilgrims, returning from 
Mecca, and the presentation of the holy 
carpet to the Khedive. 

We got a capital place, and saw thfr 
Viceroy, as they call him, arrive in a 
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barouche, drawn by four of the finest 
horses I have ever seen. 

He took up his position in the portico 
of the Palace, under the Citadel, sur- 
rounded by his Staff, among whom I saw 
the forbidding countenance of Araby Bey. 

The wall of the citadel and the road 
below were lined with many coloured 
throngs of people ; and the brightness of 
the scene kept us amused and interested 
till the Procession began. 

First came the troops, some fairly good, 
some supremely funny — the Nubians in 
their white uniforms, looking like sticks of 
black sealing-wax in white envelopes — then 
the crowd of ragged, dirty, and weary, but 
excited pilgrims, chanting, screaming, and 
dapcing — then a half-naked and wholly 
intoxicated Dervish on a camel, who had 
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been numberless times to Mecca, and finally 
the great camel with its gorgeous trap- 
pings and awning, underneath which was 
the Sacred Carpet. The Khedive received 
it, kissed it, and the ceremony was over 
without a drawback, save the lack of sun- 
shine, without which no Eastern scene is 
complete. 

Before leaving Cairo we went to the 
tombs of the Mamelukes, and the tombs 
of the reigning family, a number of 
tawdry marble posts and boxes in a dirty 
mosque. 

On Tuesday, the 14fch February, we left 
Cairo at 10 a.m. and had a weary journey 
to Alexandria, where we went at once on 
board the yacht, and at 5 o'clock were 
once more under weigh. 

We had a calm sea all the way to Port 
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Said, arriving there at 8 a.m. on the 15th. 
We went on shore, and, as some of our 
party wished to see the Suez Canal, we 
rowed into it, looked at its hideous 
monotony, and rowed back again to the 
yacht, embarking in a pelting shower of 
rain. 

On Thursday the 16th we reached Jaffa 
at 8 a.m., and, owing to the health regula- 
tions, were kept in quarantine for twenty- 
four hours, so for that time we €C rocked in 
the cradle of the deep," not blessing the 
laws that caused us such intense misery as 
lying at anchor in a heavy sea can bring. 

Jaffa or Joppa is a very picturesque 
town seen from the sea, or would be if we 
could only look at it steadily, instead of 
jumping about. 

There is a line of rocks, just outside the 
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lown, over which the waves break noisily, 
and the city, with its red roofs, white 
Tiouses and green blinds, rises straight up 
from the water, which is very blue. 

Simon, the Tanners house, was pointed 
out to me, but I only looked at it to wish 
that I were in it or any other house. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A Bough and Tumble Journey — Bible and Crusader Scenes — 
Jerusalem — Church of the Holy Sepulchre and other 
Sights— A Bide Outside the Town— The Temple of 
Solomon — Bethlehem. 

At 8 a.m., Friday the 17th, a health 
officer came on board, inspected us, and 
allowed us to go on shore, of which per- 
mission we availed ourselves as speedily as 
possible. 

We went in a huge tub of a surf boat,, 
between the rocks, over which the waves 
broke less noisily than they usually do, 
into the smooth bit of sea near the shore, 
and landed at the dirty, well-worn steps, 
by which every one who comes by sea 
enters Joppa. A foul, ill-odorous alley, 
thronged with dirty pilgrims, vendors of 
oranges, porters laden with all kinds of 
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merchandise, donkeys and camels, led us to 
our carriages (three long, rough waggons 
on heavy, strong springs, each drawn by 
three horses) in which we started on our 
journey. 

There had been rain and snow within a 
few days, and the road, they said, was un- 
usually rough, so we were tossed hither 
and thither, up and down like india- 
rubber balls or shuttlecocks for ten long 
hours, only stopping twice for a short rest, 
till every bone seemed to be dislocated, 
and every muscle sore. 

The first part of our journey was 
through groves of Orange and Lemon 
as large as ordinary Apple trees, bowed 
down with the weight of their golden 
burdens, the perfume of which scented the 
air. 

p 
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We passed the so-called house of Dorcas, 
through the lovely fertile valley of Shaaron, 
with its carpet of wild flowers, past Lydda, 
Ramleh (where we stopped to lunch), the 
birthplace of the penitent thief, the scene 
of David's triumph over Goliath, Emmaus, 
Ajalon, Beit-Nuba, where Richard Ooeur de 
Lion signed the peace with Sulieman, in 
sight of Jerusalem, which he never entered, 
leaving Palestine without going to the 
Holy Sepulchre, and Kirjath-Jearim (the 
valley of the grapes) with only the traces of 
vine terraces on its now barren and sterile 
hill sides. 

At 8.30 p.m. we arrived at Jerusa- 
lem, and went to the Mediterranean 
~~ "s dirty, gloomy, cold, and 

>ad German dinner, and I 
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shared a dirty-blanketted, damp-sheeted 
bed with innumerable fleas. 

I left the white vault, that called itself 
uxj bedroom, very early the next morning, 
and went with S. through the narrow, 
roughly-paved, dirty streets that led to the 
Church of the Holy Sepulchre, which has 
no architectural merit, having been built 
.at different periods and in different styles. 
It opens on a Square, in which are frag- 
ments of broken pillars, and where the 
pedlars, who sell sacred pictures, Beth- 
lehem and Mecca beads, and other orna- 
ments and curiosities, and beggars and 
pilgrims of every nationality congregate. 
Inside its portals we passed the Turkish 
door-keeper, smoking his Chibouque, 
came directly into the body of the 
■church, and saw before us the stone of 
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Anointment, where our Lord is supposed to 
have been laid when he was taken down 
from the Cross — Calvary being on our 
right, with a marble staircase leading to it. 
A monk showed us the hole in the rock 
where the cross was fixed, and the fissure 
which was made when the rock was rent in 
twain. 

There are three large chapels belongings 
to the Catholics, Greeks, and Armenians, 
and many smaller ones for different sects. 
The Holy Sepulchre itself is in a small 
chapel, lighted by many candles and lamps 
of silver and gold, and there you may see 
pilgrims of all creeds and countries pros- 
trate beside the marble altar, praying and. 
weeping. 

Of course we were shown all the legen- 
dary places of interest which have bqen so 
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often enumerated and described, but I did 
not pay. much attention to most of them. 
Calvary and the Holy Sepulchre may, or 
may not be the real places, probably are not, 
for I believe had we been intended to know, 
they would have been revealed to us with 
absolute certainty, but the fact that for 
centuries they have been visited by 
pilgrims who have sobbed out their sins 
and their sorrows over what, they believe 
to be, the scene of the expiation for our 
Bins, and the resting place of the Expiator, 
makes them sacred in my eyes, and saves 
me from any wish to ridicule or to doubt. 

We returned to our hotel to breakfast, 
and went up to the roof of the house, 
which is close to the tower of David, 
to look down upon the pool of Hezekiah, 
where David saw and loved Bathsheba. 
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After breakfast we sallied out for a day 
of sight-seeing, and were taken by our 
dragoman to the Church of the Holy 
Sepulchre again, then to the Hospital of 
the Knights of St. John, which belongs to 
Germany, down the Via Dolorosa, supposed 
to be the road by which our Lord went from 
the Judgment Hall of Pilate to Calvary, 
(and were shown the places where he fell 
or stumbled), to the Church of Ste. Anne, 
St. Stephen's or the sheep gate, where St. 
Stephen is said to have been stoned, the 
pool of Bethesda, now a dry pit, and 
receptacle for all the rubbish of Jerusalem^ 
and back by Mount Acra. 

AftAr a short rest, we went to the 
ie Armenian Nuns, and to the 
nian church, both of which 
quaint, and interesting, and 
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contained some beautiful old tiles, to the 
supposed room in which the Last Supper 
took place, and to what, I believe, is 
really acknowledged to be David's tomb, in 
the possession of the Mahommedans, who 
permit no one of any other faith to do 
more than see the top of it through a 
grating, to the Zion Grate, the pool of 
Hezekiah and then, weary in mind and body, 
returned to our hotel. 

The next morning, when I came down 
to breakfast, I found my friends in the 
condition of the American traveller, who, 
when he was asked if he liked a boiled egg 
" stiff or runnin'," said he liked it " sot." 
There were at least a dozen eggs on the 
table which had been pronounced too soft 
or too hard, but no one had succeeded in 
getting one that was " sot." 
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We went to the English Church in the 
morning, and heard an excellent sermon from 
a Jewish convert from Germany, and in the 
afternoon we went out of St. Stephen's 
Gate, across the Brook Kedron, which had 
begun to flow that morning, across the 
Valley of Jehosaphat to the Garden of 
Gethsemane, with its wonderful old Olive 
trees, and ascended the Mount of Olives to 
the spot where our Lord stood and wept 
over the city. 

In the midst of the tissue of falsehood 

" >re that envelopes Jerusalem 

clouds, these scenes and 

vents, are real, for Nature 

walked and prayed, and 
laces, probably, are but little, 
ihat time. 
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We went to the top of a tower on the 
Mount of Olives, from which we could see 
the wilderness where St. John preached, 
the Vale of Jericho, the Jordan, and the 
Dead Sea. 

We also visited a curious, long, narrow 
church, excavated by the Princesse de La 
Tour d' Auvergne, and the convent that she 
built, which contains a lovely recumbent 
statue of her. 

We then rode to Bethany, where we 
were shown the reputed tomb of Lazarus, 
rand the houses of Simon the leper, and of 
Martha and Mary ; passing on our way the 
tombs of St. James the Just, and of 
Absolom, the pool of Siloam, the Potter's 
field, and many other places of interest. 

Owing to the flow of the Brook Kedron 
the whole population of Jerusalem had 
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come out dressed in their holiday clothes 
to see the sight, and we met hundreds of 
men, women, and children of all classes 
and denominations, not the least curious of 
whom were the disgusting and effeminate- 
looking modern representatives of the 
Pharisees, who wear the usual long Jewish 
robe and girdle, a cap trimmed with fur, 
and have a long curl at each side of their face.. 

We came back to Jerusalem through the 
Jaffa Gate, where we had to pass the- 
usual crowd of cripples and lepers who sit 
there begging. 

We went on Monday morning to see the 
Harem-es-Sherif , or the Mosques of Omar 
and Aksa, built on what is supposed to be* 
the site of the second temple of Solomon, 
and out of its ruins. 

The first of these mosques, which is- 
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quite beautiful, is built round what they 
call the Prophet's Stone, for they say that 
from this place Mahomet ascended ta 
Heaven. The rock, which is supposed to be 
suspended between Earth and Heaven, 
tried to follow the prophet, but the- 
Angel Gabriel prevented this by seizing 
it after it had left the ground. In proof 
of this story they point out the- 
prints of the Angel's fingers left in the 
stone ! 

It is really the top of Mount Moriah, 
and here, or hereabouts, Abraham took his- 
son Isaac to offer him up as a sacrifice. 

The mosaics are Byzantine, and very 
fine, the columns of all sorts of beautiful 
marbles, and the windows of old coloured 
glass, set like mosaics in wondrous stone 
carvings, like lace work. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



76 EBOM THE DECK OP A. YACHT. 

Outside the mosque the pierced tiles of 
the windows and the other old Persian 
tiles, which decorate it, have an oriental 
beauty unlike anything I have seen else- 
where. The second mosque contained 
some fine wood carving and inlaid work, 
and its proportions were good, but it had 
been whitewashed, which spoilt its appear- 
ance. Both were built or altered in the time 
of Omar. 

We descended under the huge marble- 
paved platform, on which these mosques 
stand, to the so-called stables of Solomon, 
which, I imagine, were the storehouses of 
the temples, as they are evidently of great 
antiquity, and their columns support the 
whole structure. They were probably dis- 
covered in the time of the Crusaders, and 
nsed by them as stables. 
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After lunch we rode to Bethlehem, 
which is on a hill about six miles from 
Jerusalem, passing on the way the field in 
which Ruth was gleaning when Boaz saw 
her, and said, "What damsel is this ?" 

It is a picturesque town to approach, but 
is internally a half-ruined, half newly-built 
village, with one long, straggling, dirty 
street, which swarms with relic-sellers. 

The women of Bethlehem are most justly 
celebratedfor their beauty, and we saw more 
pretty faces there than in aU our travels. 

There is a large Christian population, 
and the Church of the Nativity, in which is 
the little chapel, with a marble manger, 
where they tell you Christ was born and 
laid, is open to all sects of Christians, and, 
I grieve to say, is the scene of many a 
bloody fray. 
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We had a delightful ride, both there and 
back, and a capital galop over the plain on 
our sturdy Syrian horses, getting home 
just at dusk, in time to pack up our 
things and send them off to Joppa that 
night. 
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♦Farewell to the Holy City — Beyrout — The American College 
— We brave Many Climates and Cross the Lebanon — 
Damascus — Its Bazaars and Houses — Sabbath Amuse- 
ments — A Harem — Abd el Kadnr — Return to Beyrout. 

We left Jerusalem the next morning, to* 
my great regret ; had a change of horses 
.at Ramleh, a hitherto unheard of piece of 
consideration, for the animals went at a 
tremendous pace, and did the journey, 
(which had taken us eleven hours going up) 
in six hours and three quarters. 

We timed it well, however, for a storm 
came on, and such a sea got up that a few 
hours later we could not have got on 
board the yacht. 

We reached Beyrout at 6.30 a.m. on 
Wednesday, February 22nd, and, as- it 
looked stormy, we went on shore at once 
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to the Hotel Bellevue, a queer barrack of 
a place overlooking the sea. 

The afternoon was squally, but warm r 
and we went for a drive about the 
town. 

The gentlemen visited the American 
College, of which Dr. Bliss is the Principal. 
There are 150 students, and Dr. Bliss 
speaks most highly of the intelligence and 
amiable disposition of the Syrian youths, 
who all learn English, and most of them 
pass out of the College as Doctors of 
Medicine. 

Dr. Bliss, who is an agreeable, refined, 
handsome old man, has, I believe, been 
here over twenty years. 

There were great doubts expressed the 
next morning as to the wisdom of our 
attempting the journey to Damascus that 
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day, for we had had a night of tempest, 
;and it still looked threatening and stormy. 

We finally decided to risk it, and started 
in one open and one closed carriage at 
7.15. 

The road over the Lebanon to Damascus 
belongs to a French company, and is kept 
in beautiful order. 

It was warm when we left Beyrout, and 
the lights and shadows caused by the sun 
trying to struggle through the storm 
♦clouds, made the scenery assume an inde- 
scribable variable beauty of alternate soft, 
subdued grace, and lurid, savage grandeur. 
Every variety of tree and shrub, orchards, 
And vineyards curtain the hills, and a 
month or two later the scene must be 
simply dazzling in its luxury of leaf and 
flower, and redolent of delicious odours. 

a 
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On and upwards we crept, looking back 
over this mass of foliage and vegetation ; 
over deep dells and craggy citadels to the 
town of Beyrout, on its triangular plateau, 
projecting into the purple-blue Mediter-r 
ranean. 

Further and further up we climbed, and 
soon had to put on extra cloaks, for 
the rain, which- had begun to come down,, 
turned first to hail and then to snow, % 
Colder and colder it grew, and the fierce 
wind, scurrying up the valleys, fell upon 
us and pierced us through and through. 

Now we toiled through snow drifts 
twenty feet deep, met, in the narrowest 
part, a train of mules and baggage-carts, 
and had to sit exposed to the full force of 
the wintry blasts while they were backed t 
or pushed, or pulled out of our way. 
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At last we reached the top, and began 
the descent — the snow melted and turned 
into hail, the wind became less keen. We 
had some feeling left, for we were hungry 
and right glad were we to get out of our 
carriages at the little hotel at Stora, eat 
a good lunch, drink some hot claret and 
water, and warm our poor benumbed feet 
and hands over a charcoal brazier. 

We were quite ready to start again, 
however, after an hour s rest, and we did 
the remainder of the journey over the 
Ante-Lebanon without discomfort, arriving 
at Dimitri's Hotel, Damascus, in the dark, 
after a drive of sixteen hours. 

Dimitri's Hotel is a curious Eastern- 
looking house, built round a marble-paved 
court, in which are Orange trees, ponds 
and fountains. 
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Our bedroom was quaintly panelled and 
painted with Persian designs, and the 
sitting-room had a fountain in the centre 
of the marble floor, with a step up to the 
raised carpeted dais at either end of the 
room, one of which we made our dining- 
room, the other our drawing-room. 

On the 24th we visited the bazaars in 
the morning with our dragoman, and 
again in the afternoon with Mr. S., a 
resident of the place. 

They are very interesting and thoroughly 
oriental, and it is curious to see the wild 
Arab horses which are brought in from the 
desert to be sold in the market place. 

It seemed to me that every second house 
was a Turkish bath, but the odour that 
issued from them, a mixture of dirty Arabs, 
tobacco and that extremely nasty beverage, 
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Turkish coffee, prevented any of our party 
being tempted to go into one. 

The streets, like those of all Eastern 
cities, are narrow and dirty, but crowded 
and gay with colour and movement. 
There are some palatial private houses, 
but, as they present nothing but an ugly 
wall to the street, they add little to the 
beauty of the town. Inside they are nearly 
all built on the same plan, round a large 
court, with a fountain and trees. One side 
is for the women, who run like hares into 
their little dens when they see any one 
coming; and there is always one large 
reception room, with one or two daises 
and a fountain. 

The old Persian decorations, which still 
exist in many of the houses, are beautiful 
with wonderful and intricate oriental 
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patterns and well-blended colours ; and the 
ceilings often look as if they had a Persian 
carpet stretched over them ; but some of the 
houses have gorgeous modern mosaics and 
marbles which spoil them. 

We spent the next morning looking at 
real and manufactured antiquities, which 
abound in Damascus ; and in the after- 
noon went to the promenade beside the 
river, outside the town, to see the Jews 
and Jewesses enjoying their Sabbath. 

There were hundreds of people there 
walking or sitting in picturesque groups. 
The Jewesses, with their holiday clothes of 
many colours, white mantles, bright com- 
plexions and dark eyes, seem proud to 
show their cheerful faces, and are a great 
contrast to the Mahommedan women, who 
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wear sombre garments, and shroud their 
faces with a thick tight veil of figured 
muslin. 

The well-to-do Jews or Mahommedans,in 
their long cloth cloaks, lined with fur, and 
the Bedouins, in picturesque rags, with the 
noble, dignified carriage that their desert 
life gives them, made the picture complete 
in its light and shade. 

We afterwards went to see a very fine 
Mahommedan house, which contained some 
beautiful specimens of old Persian china, 
where we ladies were entertained by seven 
ugly old women in filthy clothes. We 
sat on divans, smoking cigarettes with 
them, and talking by signs, as we could 
not speak each other's la: ~ — 

From that we went 
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Jewish houses, where the womenkincE 
were painted, bewigged, and had on a 
quantity of false jewellery. 

On Sunday afternoon we paid a visit to 
old Abd-el-Kader, who lives and owns a 
good deal of property in Damascus. He 
is over seventy, has a fine, stern, deter- 
mined face, a jet black beard, and, though 
small, is erect and active. He has four 
wives, and over thirty children, seventeen 
of whom are married. 

We talked through an interpreter, and 
he seemed to take an interest in all the 
political news of the day, especially in 
everything we told him about Egypt. 

The next day we left Damascus, only 
regretting that we could not have been 
there a month later, and that, owing to 
the cold, it had been decided that we 
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should not attempt to see Baalbec ; had a 
successful drive of twelve hours and a half, 
and not very cold, on the heights. 

As we descended to Beyrout it became 
delightfully warm. First we came to the 
fig orchards, then to mulberries, both 
destitute of leaves, but with a variegated 
carpet of wild flowers spread beneath the 
trees ; then gradually we descended into 
palms and orange groves, and the delicious 
climate of Beyrout. 

We stopped that night at the hotel, 
and sailed the following day at five. It 
was a soft warm evening, a perfectly calm 
sea, and a glorious sunset, as we looked 
back at Beyrout, so beautifully situated at 
the foot of the snow-clad J 
with the bluest of blue seas 
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Cyprus— Rhodes— Chios — We Breast the Waves — Smyrna 
and Progress in the East — A Buried City — The American 
Flag Ship— We Sail for Constantinople. 

On Wednesday we sighted Cyprus, and 
sailed along close to the south coast, past 
Limasol, behind which is the Olympus of 
that island, and past the site of the Oracle 
of Delphi. 

It began to be rough in the afternoon, 
which rather interfered with our enjoy- 
ment, and soon became so bad that most 
of us retired to our cabins. 

The next day we landed at Rhodes, and 
walked about for an hour. It is a dirty, 
ugly town, with only a few remains of the 
old houses and palaces of the Knights of 
St. John, but the island looks very pretty 
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up behind the town, and the views of tho 
•coast of Asia Minor here are beautiful. 
We thoroughly enjoyed that evening 
which was warm, and peaceful, and calm. 

On Friday, March 3rd, we sailed along 
the coast of Asia Minor, and looked in at 
the island of Chios, where the ravages 
wrought by its many earthquakes are very 
visible, though the inhabitants appear to 
have the courage of reconstruction, judg- 
ing by the amount of building that was 
going on. 

After we left Chios, we faced the wind, 
and ran into a seething, boiling cauldron 
of tempestuous sea, with a hurricane blow- 
ing in our teeth, and the waves breaking 
in flurries of salt and foam over our 
decks. It was very exciting, though a 
little damp, and I was almost sorry when 
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we got under lea of the land, and went on 
quietly to Smyrna, where we arrived 
about 9.30, and saw the town brilliantly 
lighted, looking very pretty. 

It looked even better the following 
morning under a cloudless sky and a hot 
sun, with the sea as clear as crystal. 

The harbour is almost surrounded by 
land, and filled with shipping for both the 
export and import trade of Smyrna is very 
large. For an Eastern town it is a most 
" go-ahead " place, and apparently in a 
flourishing condition. The docks are filled 
with vessels from many countries, there is 
a railway, a tramway, good carriages and 
carts, and the people seem to be really busy. 

The new part of the town faces the sea,, 
with its white houses, red-tiled roofs, and 
green blinds gleaming in the sun. Behind 
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is the older and dull-coloured portion of 
the city on the side of the hill, which is 
surmounted by a most picturesque old fort. 
Around all this lies a fertile plain, wherein 
grow cypresses, mulberries, and fig trees, 
and behind all are lovely hills. 

We went to the great carpet shop of the 
place, and spent the morning watching 
other people buy, after which we lunched 
atMille's Hotel. 

In the evening the admiral, captain, 
and some of the officers of the American 
flag ship came to see us, and their band 
floated in a boat round the yacht, playing 
delightful music by moonlight. 

We were alarmed, shocked, and dis- 
tressed beyond measure to hear to-day of 
the attempt on the life of the Queen, which 
happened a day or two ago. 
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The next morning we made an expedi- 
tion to Ephesus — a large party — among* 
whom were some very merry and light- 
hearted young officers of the American 
flag ship, who chaffed each other the whole 
day. 

We went by a special train to Ayasalook, 
where we found our horses waiting — 
donkeys we had brought with us. I must 
say the first feeling on seeing our steeds 
was consternation, for there were no side 
saddles, and the saddle of the country 
looked most uncomfortable, if not im- 
possible to ride on, being a high, flat- 
looking arrangement of carpet on a wooden 
framework. Some refused stoutly to try 
them, and walked the whole day in the 
hot sun ; but the rest of us " screwed up 
our courage" mounted, and found the 
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saddles, once we got accustomed to them, 
rather comfortable. 

First we visited the Church of St. John, 
which has some grand marble and granite 
pillars of an older date than the church 
itself; then the temple of Diana, of whose 
glories nought but fragments remain, but 
even they are great The Stadium came 
next, a gigantic ruin of immense length ; 
then the gymnasia, the theatre, where 
Paul " fought with wild beasts," and where, 
even now, the rules of the theatre can be 
seen and read on marble slabs at the doors ; 
the temple of Hercules, and many other 
smaller temples. We looked at the prison 
of Paul afar off, and returned by the street 
of the tombs. 

All is ruin and desolation in the once 
proud town of Ephesus. Sites and out- 
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lines alone remain of the splendid architec- 
ture and magnificence of the city which we 
rode over and around for many weary hot 
hours and stony miles, past sarcophagi 
broken columns, tarsos, and heads and bits 
of sculpture, and Greek inscriptions which 
lie despondently mourning over their past 
glories, while the changeless hills, with 
their annual mantle of flowers, stand smil- 
ing in the sunshine, looking on solitude 
and heaps of rubbish, where once countless 
multitudes were born, lived, died, and 
were buried, and where art and massive 
splendour held their heathen sway. 

We had a very hot ride back to the 
station, where lunch was ready for us, but 
I confess that what some of the officers of 
the Lancaster called c< canned food/* has 
the effect of taking away my appetite, and 
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I put off the moment of enjoyment till our 
return to the yacht. 

We went on board the Lancaster the 
next morning, where we were most kindly 
treated by the admiral, captain, and 
officers, who showed u3 all over the ship, 
and had parades and exercises of every 
kind for us to see. We were boarded by 
an imaginary enemy, and defended the ship 
inch by inch ; and directly after they had 
got rid of the foe the sailors put out an 
imaginary fire. Then we went and looked 
learnedly down the muzzles of guns, and 
begged for explanations, saw a torpedo fired 
off, and the ship dressed with flags on the 
arrival of the French Consul, after which, 
finding that we were of minor importance 
than he, and had not had the ship dressed 
for us, we departed. 

H 
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At five that evening (Monday) we 
weighed anchor and steamed away to 
Chenak, in the Dardanelles, where we 
arrived on Tuesday morning. 

We had to get permission to go through 
the Dardanelles, which bristles with forts 
and guns on each side ; and after a cold 
gloomy day we anchored at San Stefano 
for the night. 
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A Study of Light and Shade — Constantinople Without and 
Within — Its Mosques — Bazaars — Dogs and Climate — The 
Salamik — A Hunted Monarch — His New Ally. 

The next morning we were up before 
sunrise to see the approach to Constanti- 
nople, and of course were rewarded, as 
early risers and sunrise-seekers always are, 
l)y a misty grey sky, added to which there 
was a bitter cold north-east wind. The 
4ay improved a little after dawn, and, as 
the domes and minarets of Stamboul grew 
from darkness into light, a picture of 
Turner's lay before us — a fairy scene, with 
wondrous cupolas, and spires, and flat- 
roofed houses huddled close together on 
the many hills which rise out of the blue 
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Bosphorus, and, over all, the haze with 
the sun shining through it, that only that 
great artist knew how to paint. 

We anchored, or rather made fast to a 
buoy just beside the Arsenal, opposite the 
Mosque of Saint Sophia. 

On one side was Stamboul, with ap- 
parently myriads of houses, mosques and 
minarets. On the other Pera, where the 
buildings, that herd together on the hill of 
Galata, are of every colour — red, pink, 
brown, yellow, green, and blue, giving it 
the appearance of mosaic. Around us lay 
ships of every kind, trading vessels from 
all parts of the world, and gunboats of 
almost every nation, yachts and ferry boats ; 
and cutting in and out, like large fishes, 
were countless of the graceful but incon- 
venient caiques. 
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We landed soon after our arrival, and 
our dreams and pictures of Stamboul 
evaporated or were smothered in the 
clouds of dust that met us as we drove 
through the dirty, narrow, steep streets. 
The mosques, so beautiful in the distance, 
are dismantled, tawdry, and vulgar, their 
mosaics and old decorations replaced or 
overlaid with paint, and they look like 
hideous, rouged, made-up, dirty old 
women who have covered up even the 
traces of their once fresh young beauty. 

Saint Sophia, except in its perfect pro- 
portions, and its grand columns of porphyry 
and marble, gathered from ancient temples 
of Egypt and Asia, is a sordid sham, and 
so is the mosque of the Sultan Sulieman 
the Magnificent. The mosque of the 
Pigeons is quaint and interesting, with its 
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colonnade, under which sit the vendors 
and buyers of beads, scents, and other 
small ware, letter writers, and their clients, 
and where troops and generations of 
pigeons have their home, and are fed and 
cared for by the guardians of the place. 

In the centre of the court is a very old 
fountain, and some older cypress trees, and 
the mosque opens out of the court. 

The often-described bazaars of Constan- 
tinople are always bright, pretty, and 
amusing, and as they are covered over they 
were a shelter from the piercing wind. In 
them we first made the acquaintance of the 
many ill-fed, ill-kept, ill-conditioned dogs, 
which I have so often read about, that 
grope, and crawl, and snarl, and sleep all 
over the town. 

The weather, however, took every atom 
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of romance and warmth out of the scene, 
and we were glad to take refuge in a carpet 
shop, where we saw some very tempting 
things. 

We wrote our home letters the next 
morning, and in the afternoon went to call 
at the American Legation, a very pretty 
house, hung with Persian stuffs, and filled 
with curiosities picked up in the bazaars. 

The American Minister, General Wallis, 
was most kind and obliging, and offered 
to take " you folks," as he called us, to see 
all the sights. 

S. and I then went for a long walk 
through the byeways of Stamboul, over 
the bridge across the Golden Horn, and 
back by the Galata Tower, from the top 
of which we got a magnificent view just as 
the sun was setting. 
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On Friday we were taken to see the 
Salamik, which simply means the Sultan 
going to prayers, the one outing he dares 
to take in the week, and then he never 
tells any one till the last moment which 
mosque he is going to, or which way he 
will return. They say that, in spite of a 
most complete system of espionage, he 
leads a life of miserable suspicion and 
abject terror, having all his food tasted 
before him, and afraid to be alone with 
even one of his own ministers or servants. 

We were lucky enough to get into a 
window exactly opposite the mosque, and 
had a capital view of the poor hunted 
monarch, and all the pageant. The road 
was lined with soldiers five deep, and, 
in close attendance on the Sultan, was a 
mixed guard of Circassians and Albanians, 
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the former in picturesque olive green 
uniform, with a brown sort of hood hang- 
ing down the back ; the others in gorgeous 
gold-embroidered jackets and white petti- 
coats. 

The Sultan arrived in a very fine 
-carriage, drawn by chesnut horses, jumped 
out and ran into the mosque ; hurried out 
again half an hour afterwards, and drove 
off in an unexpected direction to the con- 
fusion of the army and bystanders. He is 
a pale, anxious, sad-looking man, with 
rather a sympathetic face. 

In the same building with us were Prince 
Radziwill and several others of the German 
Mission who came to Constantinople to 
invest the Sultan with the Black Eagle. 

I am told that the German influence is 
paramount now — " Bismarck, our friend " 
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—the watchword. England and the English 
are looked upon with suspicion and dislike. 
If our present urbane and popular Ambassa- 
dor has not succeeded in uprooting this feel- 
ing it must have assumed the shape of a 
chronic disease. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A Disappointing Jannt in a Dangerous Conveyance— 
Scutari — A Trne Tragedy — Prince's Islands - Encounter 
with Albanian Shepherds — A Palace — A Turkish Interior 
— The Trade in Circassians — A Mosque and a Museum. 

In the afternoon, having been told that 
it was the proper thing on the Mahomme- 
dan Sabbath to go in caiques up the 
Bbsphorus, we curled ourselves up in these 
dangerous boats, and went in a procession up 
and down again. It was very like Rotten 
Row in January, absolutely deserted, and 
very cold, with the added discomfort of float- 
ing in an elongated walnut shell, which felt 
as if it would tip over if one bonnet string 
was longer than the other. 

Saturday, the 11th March, we went in 
the steam launch to Scutari, to see the 
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English Cemetery, most beautifully situated 
on a cliff, washed by the Sea of Marmora. 
It is planted with fine trees, shrubs, and 
flowers, and kept in perfect order by an old 
sapper, who came out during the Crimean 
war, and has been at Scutari ever since. 

He spends his time looking after the 
cemetery, and in keeping a daily register 
of the winds and rain, and climate to send 
home to Greenwich. 

We saw the tombs of Lord Chewton, 
Captain Hutchinson, and many others 
whose names we knew, besides the 
hundreds of nameless graves that are 
scattered over the ground, and, just as we 
were leaving the place, we caught sight of 
one, under the shade of a thick cypress tree, 
that of Mrs. Moore, a cousin of S., whose 
story was a very sad one. Her husband 
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commanded the Inniskilling Dragoons, 
and on his way out to the Crimea the 
vessel in which he sailed was burnt, and 
he perished in it. His childless and almost 
broken-hearted widow roused herself from 
her grief in order to go out as nurse to the 
officers' hospital at Scutari. There she 
sacrificed her life to duty, was struck down 
with the fever that had so many victims, 
and buried in front of the hospital where 
she had helped to soothe the sick and 
suffering. 

We had a very pleasant dinner at the 
British Embassy that evening, and met 
some most agreeable people, among whom 
was Mr. Mackenzie Wallis, whose un- 
prejudiced and ex( — J: — 1 -~ 1 u ~ ~i-~- 

Kussia I had read 

On Sunday w< 
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Prinkipo, one of Prince's islands, to spend 
the day with some friends who have a 
charming house, like an Italian villa, with 
a garden sloping to the sea. 

It was a lovely day, and a sail of about 
an hour and a half brought us to the 
islands, which are well wooded with olives, 
figs, and other trees. From Prinkipo there 
are splendid views of Constantinople on one 
side, and on the other Asia Minor and its 
Mount Olympus. 

Colonel S., who was of the party, and 
has travelled much by himself in the 
interior, living with, and the life of, the 
Bedouins, eating their food — principally 
rice, pillau, a sort of curds and whey, 
and an occasional sheep which they tear 
to pieces with their fingers — and sharing 
their huts with the camels, cocks, and 
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liens, and fleas, gave us a most interesting 
account of their manners and customs, 
and of the countries through which he has 
ridden. 

We had some people dining on board 
the yacht that evening, among whom was 
Captain Grenfell, of the Cockatrice, 
from whom we tried to extract an account 
of the encounter with the Albanian 
shepherds, in which poor Captain Selby 
lost his life. 

Captain Grenfell was very reticent 
about the part he took, but from others I 
heard that nothing could exceed the pluck, 
presence of mind and unselfishness that he 
showed, and no doubt he saved his own life 
twice by his strength and activity. He 
was terribly mauled and bruised, but 
made so light of it that few people knew 
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anything about it. It is a sad tale of mis* 
understanding on both sides, acting upon 
the absolutely ungovernable passions of a 
half-savage race. 

We went on Monday to see the Dolma 
Batchi Palace, which is supposed to be the 
finest of the Sultan's residences, and is on 
the Bosphorus. It is an over-decorated, 
but imposing building, finished about 
seventy-five years ago, and has a grand 
entrance hall, and some enormous rooms 
(one 150 feet long), good parquet floors, 
and lovely carpets, but the ornamentation 
and furniture are heavy, and in the worst 
possible taste, indeed it looks like a second- 
rate French hotel, and so little did we care 
for it that we did not go to see any of the 
other palaces. 

On Tuesday a friend, who resides in 
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Constantinople, took Mrs. B. and me to 
Scutari to see the house and family of 
Tahir Bey, an officer in the Turkish 
Gendarmerie, who was for many years in 
the employ of the British Government in 
India. He went with us, and introduced 
us to his only wife, their daughter, and a 
friend, who made a great fuss about 
coming into the room when he was there, 
even with her veil on. They were none of 
them very pretty, and all were fat ; but 
they were most hospitable, and glad to see 
us. They showed us how to put on 
various Turkish garments with propriety 
and grace ; gave us an excellent breakfast 
of curry, clotted cream, and sweetmeats 
and the daughter played some wild* 
unmelodious Turkish airs on a miniature 
harmonium. 

i 
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We returned to the yacht, tried, and 
failed to eat a second lunch, and then 
went to the Circassian quarter of Pera, 
where, not many years ago, female slaves 
were sold publicly in the streets. Now, I 
am told, that a trade in Circassian girls 
still goes on, not openly, but well known 
and connived at by the authorities. 

A Turk who has married a friend's 
daughter for social, political, or monetary 
reasons, without previously being allowed 
to see her, discovers that he wants another 
wife, one that he can see and choose for 
himself. He goes to an agent who has a 
number of Circassian girls, being educated, 
which the Turkish women, as a rule, are 
not, and selects one for her beauty, grace, 
or accomplishments, makes his bargain 
with her owner, carries off his bride, and, 
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probably, is very devoted to her. How- 
ever, we went to the Circassian quarter to 
get whips, not brides, and having chosen 
one of those barbarous instruments of 
torture \hat the horseman of that nation- 
ality uses, S. and I went off to see some 
of the sights that we had hurried over ; 
and then went to the Mosque of Achmet, 
and the museum of the Janissaries. The 
former is beautiful, has some very fine 
Persian tiles, and enormous white marble 
columns sixty feet in circumference — the 
museum is a spurious Madame Tussaud's, 
with ridiculous, crude, disjointed-looking 
figures in quaint old Turkish costumes. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Up the Bosphoros — Its Legends and Beauties — We Leave 
Stamboul— The Pirrens and Athens— Its Treasures of 
Antiquity — The Parthenon — Summer at Last — A Drive 
toSalamie. * 

We left Constantinople on Wednesday, 
March 17th, at 10 a.m., and went up the* 
Bosphorus, taking with us the American 
Minister and his wife, and a number of 
officers from the Lancaster. 

It was a cold, windy day, but neither 
that or anything else could mar the enjoy- 
ment of that delightful sail up to the Black 
Sea and back. Deep, deep blue the water; 
and the hills on each side well wooded,, 
and studded with bright-coloured houses, 
while, every turn we took, brought fresh 
pictures before us — little bays, shimmer- 
ing in the sunlight, girt round with hills, 
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under the shadow of which stand the 
summer residences of pashas, and all who 
can afford to leave Constantinople; or 
frowning, desolate rocks, that only goats 
and shepherds ever climb. One of our 
American friends from the Lancaster 
said it wasn't " half so handsome as the 
Hudson," but it was quite " handsome " 
enough for me. 

As we approached the Black Sea we saw 
the hill where Medea consulted the oracle for 
Jason when he went in search of the golden 
fleece. I was told that the origin of that 
pretty bit of mythology had its rise in a 
custom still extant somewhere in Asia, 
where there is a river in which gold wash- 
ings are found. The shepherds there- 
abouts bring their sheepskins and lay them 
in the stream to catch and collect the 
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dust as it comes down, thus making 
a golden fleece of a very ordinary goat 
hide. 

We gazed on the gloomy home of the 
harpies, and saw the scene of Xerxes' 
great review of his armies ; looked in at 
the Black Sea that " makes men quake 
with fear," and which certainly looked 
very black and threatening ; turned back 
through the narrow channel, guarded by 
forts, and almost flew on the wings 
of wind and steam to Constantinople, 
stopping on our way to see the 
American College (Roberts' College), 
situated on a high hill, opposite the sweet 
waters of Asia, where, judging from the 
smells, the native youth is taught to eat 
garlic, and endure the odour of bad 
drains. 

We only stopped long enough in the* 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PROM THE DECK OP A YACHT. 119 



harbour to send off our passengers, and to 
say farewell, and then steamed out, look- 
ing our last on the gem of the Orient, 
bright beautiful Stamboul, glistening and 
fading in the red, waning light of sunset. 
Ah ! how sorry I was to go — I saw 
nothing to hate and all to amuse, interest 
and admire in it — even the dogs had 
become dear to me, and I should like to 
have waited to hear how two poor feeble, 
half-starved curs, that I had seen snarling,, 
snapping and showing their teeth like 
scolding women, but never coming near 
enough to bite, settled their dispute. I 
also was much interested in a little puppy 
a few days old that always took shelter 
and cuddled itself up against the cold, 
stiff, dead body of its baby brother. 
However, we had to leave these stories 
without an end, and on we went all Thurs- 
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day, with a bright blue sky above us, and 
below an Atlantic swell — life intolerable, 
and food an impossibility. 

On Friday, the 17th, in the morning, we 
reached the Pirasus and smooth water, 
and once more believed in the desirability 
of nourishment. We also found summer 
weather. 

Leaving the yacht to go round to 
Corinth to meet us, we went by rail to 
Athens, where we had great difficulty in 
getting rooms, and had to be billeted 

els. We all met and 
ter at the Angleterre, 
re drove about to see 
\ objects of interest 
crowded. 

turn the Stadium, 
Theatre of Dionysius, 
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Theatre of Herod, Thesium, Pnyx, and 
some of the quaint Byzantine churches. I 
was wonderstruck with the beauty of the 
columns of the Temple of Jupiter, and the 
size of the Stadium. The Theatre of 
Dionysius, too, is marvellous, and very 
complete — its marble seats having, in many 
cases, even the names of their occupants 
of olden time carved on them, and some 
of the sculptures are still intact. Then, 
what adds immensely to the scene, 
is that above and beside one, every- 
where one turns, stands the ancient 
hill, crowned with the Acropolis and 
Parthenon — the plain, with a warm, 
green carpet, stretches out to the violet sea, 
and a blue vault hangs high above it all. 
The Thesium is an exquisite architec- 
tural jewel, and I am glad to have seen, 
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within so short a time, the grand barbaric 
works of early art in the temples of 
Egypt, and the delicacy and refinement 
with which the Greeks enriched their 
dedications to the gods. 

On Saturday we drove to the Temple of 
the Winds (Bolus), the ancient burial 
ground, out of which have been excavated 
many pretty bits of statuary, and then* 
ascended the hill one has read and dreamed 
of, and longed to see, where the Parthenon, 
Acropolis, and many other beautiful 
remains of ancient glory stand or lie 
prostrate. 

It was a scorchingly hot day, and we 
crawled under the shadow of the ruins to 
escape the sun's rays, and looked down on 
the realization of our dreams from the 
very pinnacle of the traveller's ambition* 
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Before us lay Mars Hill, Hymettus, and 
that curiously split hill, called Lycabettus, 
unmentioned in classic story; and sur- 
rounding us, stood the Parthenon, im- 
pressive and noble, though denuded of 
many of its ornaments by ruthless hands. 

One short hot hour was only enough to 
make me long to spend many weeks ex- 
ploring the tumbled and tossed mass of 
ruins, broken pillars, busts, torsos, hands, 
arms, legs, feet, bits of delicate friezes, and 
massive capitols that lie around the sad and 
solitary dignity of those noble columned 
temples. The little temples of Nike and 
the Caryatides are exquisite, and the views 
superb. 

We had to leave the peace, and warmth, 
and sunshine, and dreams of past magni- 
ficence for the daily recurring necessity, 
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food; and after breakfast we went to 
renew our acquaintance with Egyptian 
antiquities and curiosities at Schliemann's 
museum. The heat made me feel so ill 
that I had to rest till evening, when we 
were most hospitably entertained at dinner 
by our Minister. 

We went to church on Sunday morning, 
lunched at the British Legation, and then 
had a most delightful drive through forests 
of Olive trees, past the quaint old church 
of Daphne, and over the hills to the Bay of 
Salamis, a calm blue sea lapping the 
golden sands and whispering "its story 
not unknown." Dark purple rocks, and 
cliffs with nestling villages lie around the 
bay, and it was, in its silence and repose, 
like an enchanted scene laid to sleep under 
the spell of a magician's wand. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Latraki — By Sea and Land to Corinth — Ithaca and Corfu — 
Utopia — From Summer to Winter — Valedictory. 

At ten that evening we were once more 
en route by train to tbe Piraeus, where we 
got on board the steamer Iris, and 
went to Kalamaki, arriving at 4.30 a.m., 
and then drove across the Isthmus of 
Corinth to Latraki, where we found the 
yacht waiting. 

We had a lovely sail down the gulf, 
and spent that night in the VuMmfifni 
land-locked harbour of Ithaca, 
a brief visit to the pretty 1 
Vathy, where we gathered flowers, 
some of the tonic-tasting wine 
country, we left Ithaca at 10 
Tuesday the 21st, and had a Iot 
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and a calm sail to Corfu, arriving there at 
7.30 p.m., just as tbe sun was setting, and 
the new moon, like a orescent, holding the 
old moon in her arms. 

The fort looked very imposing in the 
dim mixture of twilight and moonlight, 
and the town was brightly illuminated. 

On Wednesday morning we went ashore 
and drove to a place on the hill called 
Santi Decca, about eight miles from Corfu. 
It was like driving through a garden the 
whole way. The plums, cherries, almonds 
and pears in blossom, and even the fig tree 
in leaf, while the side of the road was 
strewn with wild flowers — anemones of 
every hue, irises, buttercups, daisies, 
geraniums, wallflowers, and the much-o'er- 
lauded asphodel. 

Through miles of olive trees we drove, 
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past innumerable vineyards and kitchen 
gardens, and everywhere the island is 
peopled with a picturesque, peaceful, 
polite, and hard-working peasantry. 

The view from Santi Decca was ideal, 
extending over the plain of Corfu and 
across the azure sea to the Albanian hills. 
The gardener loaded us with flowers, and 
newly gathered oranges, which were most 
refreshing after our hot drive and climb. 
"We drove back to the yacht, lunched, and 
came ashore again. 

Some of the party went to look at and 
bargain for old coins, and other antique 
rubbish, but S. and I went to the citadel, 
which looks now sadly neglected, and 
almost deserted. The genius of the 
or the light-house man, who was del 
to air his English, bemoaned the dep 
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of our troops and sway from the island, 
and pointed out the different places of" 
interest to us, and so delicious was the air,, 
so lovely the view that we dawdled about, 
looking at it, and playing with a funny 
fluffy little white dog that with yelps, ancL 
cries, and squeals claimed our sympathy 
for him in his friendless solitude under the- 
desolate-looking light-house tower, till day- 
light had nearly gone. 

On Thursday, the 23rd, we drove to- 
Pantaleoni, a pass about thirteen miles 
from Corfu, where we gob to a ridge, from 
whence we looked over the Adriatic on 

one side and the Mediterranean on the 
other. It was like the drive of the day 

before, through an enchanted garden, and 

I was more than ever enamoured of Corfu,. 

its climate, people, and scenery. 
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Two dear, ragged, pretty little children 
and their mangy, terrified hound shared 
our lunch, which we ate with our backs 
against a rock to avoid being blown 
away. 

At eight that evening we looked our 
last on the pleasures of our voyage, the 
brightness of Corfu, and the glorious 
Albanian hills ; said, " Good-bye summer^" 
and sailed winterwards all that night, 
arriving at Brindisi at 8 a.m. on the 24th, 
a miserable, lowering, tempestuous day, 
with a lurid, stormy sky, and a heavy, 
tossing sea. 

After getting our letters we went on to 
Ancona, enduring a motion like that c 
Atlantic all night, and reaching Ancoi 
a cold, mid-winter afternoon. Our : 
grew pinched and red, and our lips 

E 
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as we shivered in the streets for the half- 
hour or so before our train started. 

At last our happy three months were 
over, and, with sad hearts we looked our 
last on the yacht from the train as we 
steamed off towards home, with its duties, 
cares, and rewards. 

Before closing the leaves of this diary, 

in which I am giving to my children, and 

thosQ of my friends who care to read it, 

the bare facts, in outline, of the pleasantest 

and most interesting three months I have 

ever spent, I must say a few words of 

farewell to my companions during those 

_^i~, ~t „^,~;~,y through strange scenes. 

>ur host, a king in his 

spitality, who never once 

generous, good-tempered 

us all, and managed us so 
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well that we had not a single quarrel, and 
all dissensions ended amicably. 

Captain Blow, who was certainly next 
in importance, deserves most hearty 
thanks and praise for the admirable 
way in which he managed his vessel. 
Always where he promised to be at the 
hour he named, he dropped and weighed 
anchor so quietly that we hardly ever 
knew when we stopped or started. 

Next comes our bedroom steward, most 
delightful of men, who brushed our 
clothes and boots better than any valet or 
maid, and anticipated every order or even 
wish. I was much touched on one 
occasion by his care for my comf oi 

It was very cold one night 
wrapped my feet up in a fur cIoj 
I forgot to take away in the i 
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The next night Cotton, the steward, who 

found it there, put a hot water bottle in 

the bed, and though I was at first rather 

alarmed at putting my feet unexpectedly 

upon it, it was a great comfort, and I 

did not behave as I heard of a friend of 

mine once doing when the same attention 

was paid to him at au hotel. He jumped 

straight out of bed at the first touch of the 

hot bottle, and rushed into the corridor, 

exclaiming "Good God, there is a baby in 

the bed, and it has bit me ! " 

Farewell Louise, you most eccentric and 
amusing of maids ; I wonder how old you 
are P I cannot even guess, for your fresh 
face, with its varying expression, your 
devotion to your mistress, and your un- 
flagging energy, perpetually contradicted 
.your short grey locks and bent figure. 
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You saw and did more than any of us, 
visited harems, and had tea with the 
patriarch of the dancing dervishes, pene- 
trated into Turkish baths in Damascus, 
and ascended every dome and minaret in 
every town we went to. You got the 
earliest and latest information on every 
subject, conversed with representatives of 
every class and nation, and, when you had 
no one else to talk to, your soliloquies were 
most amusing. 

The day the news was brought to us of 
the attempt on the Queen's life I heard 
you saying to yourself, " Ah 9 la pauvre 
femme I On a tire sur elle ! Quel infdme ! 
Oh la pauvre femme I " And the ready 
tears were standing in your dear old eyes. 
Then again how you wept at Jerusalem 
over that story of nineteen centuries ago, 
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and how, wherever we went, you trotted 
along on your donkey, chattering and 
listening,' learning, and sympathising with 
the domestic life of all the donkey boys, 
and giving them backsheesh when they 
least deserved it. 

And now to all farewell* The seasick 
friend who suffered with me, and the 
robust one, who, under the most trying 
circumstances, was able to eat, smoke, and 
play cards ; to the good-looking and good- 
natured sailors, and to the beautiful and 
well-behaved yacht that carried us so well 
in all kinds of seas and weather. 

THE END. 
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